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I wo riders on horseback, dressed in distinctive blue surcoats trimmed 

with silver and showing an embroidered device of a silver gauntlet, 
emerged from a patch of light woods. As their mounts cantered along a 
lane bordered by cultivated fields, one of the riders asked her partner, 
“Kendrick, І do much fear that I have disremembered our map. May І ask 
you to remind me of the name of the village that we approach?” 


“It is called Blythe’s Crossing, m’Lady Katherine.” 


“I thank thee, my friend.” As always, Lady Katherine Ambersley was the 
very soul of courtly manners, but with Kendrick her courtesy was more 
than noblesse oblige. She had become genuinely fond of the partner their 
Order had chosen for her. The two were both in their mid-twenties, and 
dressed identically in the livery of their calling, but otherwise could not 
appear more different. Lady Katherine’s long raven tresses framed an 
elegant face with the sort of aristocratic cheekbones that bards long to 
immortalize in song. Kendrick’s round, guileless face surmounted by a 
mop of sandy blonde hair revealed his commoner origins as clearly as any 
herald’s genealogical chart ever could. “Dost thou believe these townsfolk 
will have present need of our office?” 


“I haven’t had a Sight, m’Lady, but that lad running off cross-country 
after seeing us makes me think that someone told him to keep an eye out.” 


“Well spotted, dear Kendrick. Thy eye for evidence is ever keen.” This 
statement was significant praise, for it related to their common duty. The 
realm they served was steeped in magical energy, but the talent for 
perceiving and manipulating it was an uncommon gift. The peasantry had 
little contact with magic as a rule, and much misinformation about it. This 
situation could lead to two different types of adverse outcomes — first, an 
unscrupulous mountebank with a few simple spells could readily cheat the 
common classes, and second, the common classes could lynch a perfectly 
innocent person over an unusual coincidence. To minimize such things, 
the kingdom was patrolled by circuit riders of the Order of the Silver 
Gauntlet, mages charged by the King’s Justiciar to investigate allegations of 
crimes aided and abetted by magic. 


A few minutes later, the pair rounded a bend in the lane and could see 
ahead to the main village square. Lady Katherine said, “Methinks I see 


several of the elders gathered to await our arrival. I speculate that the lad 
you noticed is fleet of foot indeed.” 


The Lady’s observation proved quite accurate; a small delegation of the 
citizenry met the riders when they arrived. “Hail, Examiners,” one of them 
began. “I am the Headman of these people. Our village has a question that 
we would pose, pertaining to your office. However, it is a matter of some 
delicacy, and, meaning no insult, we would prefer that you do us the favor 
of allowing my wife to explain the particulars first to just one of you.” With 
a directed nod of his head, he indicated that Lady Katherine was the one 
they wanted. 


The two Examiners leaned towards each other to exchange a few words 
privately, then Lady Katherine replied to the elders, “We shall begin 
according to your suggestion, then proceed as the law and necessity 
require.” 


They dismounted and Kendrick declared, “Suppose I arrange for our 
rooms and stabling for the horses.” 


“Thou art kind. I shall proceed to speak with the designated 


interlocutor.” 


Shortly, Kendrick had made the arrangements he’d promised and 
nursed a mug of cider in the shade of the royal oak in the town square, 
awaiting some word. He was unperturbed by the elder’s request; sometimes 
the matters they were called on to investigate touched on points of honor, 
or were embarrassing for someone. The fewer to hear the recitation of facts, 
the better, when it comes to some things, Kendrick reflected. Discretion 
would have to give way to practicality if his skills turned out to be 
necessary. There was relatively speaking little overlap between Lady 
Katherine’s training and his own. They were paired together for just that 
reason, that between the two of them they could provide experience in the 


widest possible breadth of the Art Magic. 


Therefore, he wasn’t surprised when an errand boy was sent to convey 
Lady Katherine’s request that he join her in speaking with the witness. 
Following the lad, he was shortly in a room in the Headman’s house being 
introduced by his partner to the Headman’s wife. Lady Katherine recapped 
the interview thus far. “Three maidens of the village hath experienced an 
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exceedingly swift and dramatic development of their womanly charms of 
late. It is not a foregone conclusion that aught untoward must have 
occurred, yet the unlikely propinquity in time of these events and the 
similarity of the degree of increase hath raised questions. That rude rumor 
should not stand against them in making proper matches for themselves, 
we are asked to investigate. The lasses are being assembled that we may 
speak with them, and modesty must needs be asked to relent to the extent 
of your examination, dear Kendrick, for thy ability to sense the residuum of 
spellcraft is far more advanced than mine. Although the ability to invoke an 
enlargement of the bosom is known to the Art, I have no expectation that it 
can be accomplished without leaving a trace that thou canst perceive.” 


Shortly thereafter, the girls in question arrived and were seated in the 
room. Their appearances were consistent with the tale the Examiners had 
been told: their frocks were full to bursting with exaggerated curves that 
seemed to be more extensive than such young women would usually 
possess. Kendrick asked a question of Lady Katherine about their ages 
while speaking in Elvish, a trick they often used to pass comments 
obscurely during interviews. He was informed that although youthful, they 
were nubile according to the law of the land. 


Lady Katherine said, “Examiner Kendrick will now examine you three 
for lingering traces of magical energy. It is necessary that you three proceed 
to lower your frocks so that this examination, which requires that Kendrick 
lay hands upon you, may be conducted.” 


None of the lasses seemed particularly eager to compromise their modesty 
in this setting, but the command was legitimate, and they were shortly bare 
to the waist. Kendrick pasted a look of calm, unmoved professionalism on 
his face, but his heart had definitely speeded up a notch. He himself had 
relatively little personal experience in matters of love and had never beheld 
such an abundance of femininity in just one woman, much less three 
simultaneously. 


Kendrick told them, “What I will do won’t hurt, or indeed, feel at all. I 
will not be casting any spell on you, only on myself to heighten my ability 
to sense where magic has been used.” He moved his chair closer to the 
comely lass to his left and extended his hands. “If I may?” 
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The girl was still obviously embarrassed, but nonetheless leaned forward 
a bit and arched her back to make herself more accessible. Kendrick gently 
took one of her firm, full globes in his hands and chanted an incantation 
that would guide his mind in the needed way. There was silence of a 
minute, and then Kendrick repeated the procedure with the second half of 
the young woman’s suspicious abundance. After a bit, he withdrew his 
palms and said, “I didn’t perceive even the slightest impression that this 
woman is currently bespelled, nor indeed has ever been spellcast.” 

Everyone looked somewhat relieved by this declaration, and the other 
two women submitted to being examined with more confidence. 
Kendrick’s conclusions were identical to the first ones; none of the three 
had been the subject of a spell. Lady Katherine asked one of them, “Forgive 
me that I ask a question of delicacy, but please tell me when did occur the 
most recent of thy moon days.” 

The girl blushed, and then said, “They ended four days ago.” 

“And yourselves as well, kindly inform us on the same subject.” 

When the other two girls gave them exactly the same answer, and 
Kendrick frowned. “That would argue towards a magical explanation.” 

“Nay, dear friend, I must beg to differ. It is not uncommon for females 
who spend frequent time together to have their woman’s courses come into 
alignment. How this is accomplished is not known, but it is frequently 
observed. We may speculate that some related process is at work here, that 
the natural course of maturation in one of these women influenced the 
others. Do you have any other hypotheses to advance?” 

“No, m’Lady. I defer.” 

Lady Katherine addressed them all generally. “Then in my capacity as 
an Examiner of the Order of the Silver Gauntlet I shall speak for the King’s 
Justiciar. It is our intent to declare that mere coincidence has occurred. Is 
there any person concerned with the matter who wishes to object to this 
intention?” 

The townswomen shook their heads — this was their preferred outcome. 
With such a judgment, the girls would be simply three women who had 
bloomed early and well, no detriment to their marriagability. “Then I so 
declare, and this proceeding is at an end.” 

The girls hastened to cover themselves, and then departed as quickly as 


was seemly. The matron thanked the Examiners, and they left as well. 
Later, at dinner at the inn, Kendrick said, “I had never heard that the 
timing of a woman’s cycles could be altered by her companionship.” 

‘Tis not widely discussed, but I know from certain knowledge that it is 
true. The cycles of the other ladies I was apprenticed with were disrupted 
for months until they were synchronized with mine.” 

“I wonder what determines whose timing coerces the others’.” 

“It has been observed that the one with the dominant personality brings 
the others into alignment. No explanation for this has been advanced that 
is satisfactory to all scholars.” 

“Ah. Well, tomorrow we have that property dispute to resolve.” The two 
partners spent the rest of the meal and a leisurely time over tea thereafter 
discussing the various magical tricks that had been used in the past by the 
unscrupulous to obscure the original boundaries of a land grant. Finally, 
they called a halt. Kendrick escorted Lady Katherine as far as the door to 
her room, and then retired to his own. 

Now that he was alone, Kendrick could let the mask of professionalism 
he’d had to adopt fall from his face. He allowed himself to imagine freely 
the experience of first seeing and then touching the soft, swollen skin of the 
three young women. He couldn’t conceive of a more delightful thing that 
could ever be under his hands — so soft, so yielding, so alive with human 
warmth. 

With such thoughts in his head, it was scarcely unusual that soon after 
Kendrick nodded off to sleep he contrived a dream about the three village 
lasses. In his vision, he was in a meadow in springtime when the three 
came to him. Their peasant dresses were draped over subtle curves only 
newly arrived to womanhood. The three smiled at him and stretched out 
their arms to him. All of a moment, their barely nubile bodies were seized 
by a strange passion. The unnatural growth that in real life had come over 
them in the course of some weeks was compressed into seconds. The 
feminine abundance that he’d held in his hands this very afternoon was 
once again before his eyes, having freed itself from the concealment of 
clothing in its growth by means of bursting buttons and straining the knots 
in lacings until they slipped. 

In his dream, Kendrick extended his hands in wonder, and unlike the 
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The third of the girls let her bosom drape down upon Kendrick’s cock, 
and she drew the luscious surface of her breasts teasingly along the length 
of it. She lowered herself a bit to take him thrillingly between her cleavage 
and wiggled herself left and right for a bit to tantalize his erectionp to its 
utter maximum. Then she returned to a forward-and-back stroke in 
earnest, building the tension in his body to unbearable heights. When the 
moment came when the dream girl had driven him surrender his seed 
between her hanging breasts, he awoke to find himself spurting in truth 
between his sheets in the darkened room. 

As Kendrick’s heart raced in reaction to his coming, he worked to fix the 
lovely fantasy in his memory. When his breathing slowed at last, he slid 
over in the bed to a drier area and composed himself again for sleep. As he 
drifted off once more, he hoped the night would consent to return him to 
the charms of his illusionary paramours once again. 


By contrast, in the next room, Lady Katherine’s evening had begun with 
a more serious reverie. She was a daughter of one of the most prestigious 
families in all the realm, and under other circumstances would have been 
trained in the arts of administration and governance, rather than spellcraft 
and deduction. But her House had suffered a series of painful reverses in 
recent years, primarily natural disasters that had damaged their properties 
and drained their coffers. And although her family did not have the 
resources to dowry her properly, at least it had retained enough pride not to 
ask her to prostitute herself by wedding some wealthy but unworthy 
merchant who only wanted in truth to marry her title. 

Fortunately, an opportunity appeared from an unexpected direction 
when Katherine was found to have a particularly powerful talent for 
magery. There were many ordinary activities, such as engaging in trade, 
that a person of her station could not do without shaming the House, but 
performing service in the Order of the Silver Gauntlet would redound to 
the honor of her family. Further, when she was apprenticed the family was 
without shame relieved of supporting her in a style suited to her rank. 

In most respects, Lady Katherine could not be more pleased with the 
life fate had foisted on her. She loved magic and delighted in practicing her 


Art. She enjoyed her responsible and well-compensated job. It was only in 
the matter of romance that her present situation disappointed her. Her 
strange status made her unsuited for most possible matches. Noble families 
would balk at adding an independently minded lady mage to their line by 
marriage, especially one who had spent two years wandering the land 
without a proper chaperone. Commoners were usually awed by her rank so 
that she was given respectful deference even when she would have 
preferred to be wooed. 

A particularly frustrating case in point was Kendrick. Katherine would 
very much have liked to see their partnership and friendship blossom into 
more, but he could not seem to see her from any other perspective than 
commoner to noble. Take the scene that very afternoon when Kendrick 
was examining the witnesses. Katherine had seen the subtle signs that 
slipped past his professional demeanor — he looked on those three village 
girls with the full force of male desire hidden in his heart. Would that he 
could look upon his partner so! But in his eyes it was simply not possible to 
regard the lofty noblewoman in the manner of a man with his mate. 

While she was thinking these gloomy thoughts, Lady Katherine had 
finished undressing and proceeded to lower herself down onto the 
featherbed. The better to sleep soundly, she decided to dispel her present 
mood by means of pleasure. She let her hands drift to her breasts and linger 
at the nipples. Although her endowment was completely overshadowed by 
the village lasses they'd interviewed, Katherine did not count herself 
slighted by Fortune because her nipples were mighty compensation. Large 
and sensitive, they thrilled their mistress when touched. She shivered to 
imagine what she would feel on the day her first lover offered them their 
first tribute of kisses. 

As always, her loins hastened to obey her nipples’ directives to prepare 
for the lovemaking that she had not yet experienced. Even after she was 
thoroughly aroused, she continued her nippleplay for enjoying that aspect 
so. But at length, her longing for the release of climax had grown to the 
point that attempting to defer attending to it was useless. A slow grin 
spread across Katherine’s face; she decided to do the deed well and 
properly. 

Although still virginal, Lady Katherine was quite knowledgeable about 
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the pleasures of the flesh. Certain information and spells pertaining to the 
matter were passed on as a matter of duty from senior apprentices in the art 
of sorcery to their juniors. She invoked some of that knowledge now, 
sliding a finger between her nether lips, touching her pink pearl, and 
speaking a word in the Sorcerer’s Tongue which would roughly be 
translated as, “Spread!” 

A delicious warmth flowed from her sweet spot, enveloped her labia, 
and then plunged into the depth of her womanhood until every hidden 
place was tingling. How long ago this little charm had been invented, Lady 
Katherine could not say. But countless generations of female mages had 
learned it to temporarily extend the erogenous power of their clitorises to all 
of their sexual parts. Even the clumsiest lover couldn’t help but satisfy a 
well trained witch-wife! But Katherine chuckled to remember a certain 
mishap the first time she'd tried the cantrip. Shed conjugated the 
command incorrectly on that occasion, and it was her legs that had 
“spread.” She’d been confined to her bed for several hours by reason of her 
thighs being locked splayed wide apart until she had at last managed to 
cancel the effect. A little knowledge of magic can mean trouble even with 
the simplest of spells! 

Katherine reached into the satchel she’d left beside her bed and pulled 
out a curved rod of smooth glass. She warmed it for a bit between her 
hands, the placed one rounded end to the margin of her pink portals. She 
nudged them aside and slid her toy deeply into her body; as moist as she 
was, it merged with her with scarcely any resistance. Katherine clamped 
her mouth shut to prevent an incriminating outcry as the ridges on the side 
of the glass dildo caressed the magically sensitized walls of the passage of 
her womanhood. With every morsel of the surface of her secret place 
temporarily capable of bringing her to climax, Katherine was transported to 
her own private paradise as she worked her tool in and out with her right 
hand. With her left hand, she petted and teased her lips and her clitbud, 
driving herself to the peak over and over. All the while she fantasized about 
how much better it would be when at last it was the warm flesh of a lover 
that was stroking within her, when her vagina would be giving as well as 
receiving pleasure. 

At last, even Katherine’s powerful appetites for the joys of the flesh were 
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sated. She retained just enough presence of mind to secure her toy so that it 
should not drop out of bed during the night and be broken, but then 


surrendered to sleep as it surged up to overwhelm her. 


The next week was quite an eventful one for the two Examiners as the 
route of their circuit took them through an area that had recently been 
plagued by a number of robberies. By the time they had routed and 
captured the bandits and the hedge-wizard who had allowed them to evade 
all previous pursuers, the matter of the village girls and their unusual story 
had been largely forgotten. But on their next arrival at a sizable town, the 
episode took on renewed importance when the matrons of the village called 
upon them for a second time to investigate a matter of delicacy. 

Once again, three young women had grown from ordinary youthful 
curves to bounteous womanhood in the course of several weeks. Kendrick 
examined them as before, but could find none of the traces that should 
have been present if they had been coaxed into this expansion by arcane 
means. The Examiners were reluctant to cast any cloud upon the girls’ 
future, but this was starting to seem like more than coincidence. 

“Was there anything at all unusual happening in town during the week 
or two before the growth was first noticed? Anything at all?” Kendrick 
asked. 

The matrons and the girls all searched their memories, but nothing 
occurred to them. Finally, Lady Katherine declared, “We are inclined 
towards considering the investigation closed, but you must needs await our 
judgment until morning, that we might have some time to make 
consultation with certain tomes of lore, seeking precedents.” 

The witnesses were frustrated by the delay, but could not gainsay Lady 
Katherine’s request. “I didn’t know that we had a book which bears on this 
matter, m’Lady,” Kendrick said once the deponents had departed. 

“Tis true that it is not a text that I wish to consult, dear friend, but I do 
wish to put some of our postulates to the test this very evening and cared 
not to speak more plainly about it openly. Do thou permit me to ponder 
our course of action this afternoon as we attend to other cases, and I will 
explain my rationales more fully after our supper.” 


“As you wish, m’Lady.” 


АП that afternoon as the Examiners attended to other folk who wished 
them to investigate something, Lady Katherine gave some of her attention 
over to considering a certain thought that had occurred to her. If it worked, 
she might be able to advance both her professional and private agendas. 

So that evening, once they had finished off plates of the innkeeper’s 
admirable egg-and-cheese pie, Lady Katherine asked her partner to attend 
her in her quarters. Once the door was closed, she said, “While I didst say 
in Blythe’s Crossing that the known charm for the enlargement of the 
bosom must needs leave residuum that thou could detect, I spoke from 
strong supposition, not actual knowledge. In light of this, second, incidence 
of rapid increase, I feel it is incumbent upon us to be more definite on this 
point. I propose to cast this charm upon myself so that thou will be certain 
to recognize its traces.” 

“But...but...I’d have to touch you, Lady 

“Aye,” Katherine replied keeping her face calm and matter-of-fact. 
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“I would not transgress your modest for all the world m’Lady.” 

“To do this trial is our plain duty, and I must ask that thou accept my 
assurances that I have every confidence that thy hands would never work 
me an injury.” 

Kendrick’s face looked troubled, but he did not pursue the argument 
further, and Lady Katherine took the silence as consent. She raised her 
hand to her décolletage and began to release the lacings. Kendrick’s eyes 
widened, and then he turned his head to look away. The Lady 
remonstrated with him gently. “One might draw the conclusion that thou 
anticipate that my figure will be unsightly and thou wouldst spare thyself 
any extra moment of gazing upon it.” 

“Of course not!” he said, both embarrassed and confused. He glanced in 
her direction. “It’s just that...” He trailed off, trying not to look while not 
looking like he was trying not to look. 

Katherine smiled faintly. Getting to the bottom of the mystery of the 
girls’ growth was only a fraction of her intent. With the excuse of duty, she 
could force Kendrick to really look at her, and maybe, just maybe, see the 
woman instead of the noble. “This breastband was a gift from my sister. 
Dost thou notice the rosebuds embroidered on the front? It recalls an old 


story about the pink bud of friendship and the red of love. But on this 
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garment they are rendered in colored thread so that the question of which 
one shall be the one to bloom is forever left uncertain.” 

She undid the lacings and allowed the breastband to fall from her 
shapely but understated curves. In truth, she scarcely needed the garment’s 
support. She beckoned to Kendrick, “Come close and determine what thou 
canst. We will want thee to perform thy inspection before, during, and after 
I have performed the charm.” 

Kendrick approached to do as he was bid, but his face was full of 
contradictions. He was at once very willing and supremely unwilling to lay 
his hands upon her. Lady Katherine deliberately added to his consternation 
once he had laid his palms upon her curves; “Thy hands are so warm and 
soft upon my skin,” she remarked with false innocence. She almost laughed 
when she felt him flinch at this, but exerted discipline at the last moment. 

Kendrick analyzed her for traces of magic and found many. “Your body 
has been spellcast many times, mostly by your own hand, occasionally by 
others. None of these spells have been directed particularly to your breasts,” 
he said. As soon as his examination was complete, he politely removed his 
hands. But he was no longer able to avert his gaze as easily as he had 
before, and his glance kept returning to her bare chest, will he or nil he. 

“Thy answer is completely correct, as was only to be expected. Now do 
thou observe whilst I do transfigure myself. I didst learn this charm as an 
exercise while studying the corporem thaumas, although I have never had 
occasion to cast it.” She focused her mind on the effect she wanted to 
create, and then released her power with two sharply spoken words. 

A most pleasant tingling in her torso immediately rewarded Lady 
Katherine. The first visible effect was that her prominent nipples heaved 
themselves forwards as the delicate pink circles of her areoles puffed up 
behind them. Then the main mass of her bosom began to follow suit. Her 
flesh swelled rapidly — at first it maintained the firm roundness her natural 
contours displayed, but then the increasing weight began to draw her 
breasts slightly downwards. She looked over to Kendrick and smiled to 
observe that he was utterly entranced by the sight of her growing 
abundance. 

The better to keep his eyes fixed, she let the expansion affect her for 
rather longer than strictly necessary. Even after she had noticeably 
exceeded 
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the full womanly bosoms of even the most lavishly endowed of the affected 
girls they'd examined, she continued to drive herself to greater heights with 
her magic. Only when her orbs were grown to a completely impractical 
abundance did she make the mental adjustment necessary to halt their 
growth. She continued to feed the spell a trickle of mana so that she would 
continue at that level for the nonce. 

“Perchance I should not have let myself become distracted by pleasant 
sensation. I wouldst fain not have thou thinking that I hold the opinion 
that thou art incapable of detecting more subtle effects.” 

Kendrick could not tear his eyes from his partner’s bosom, but managed 
to haltingly declare from lips suddenly too dry, “No offense taken, 
m Lady.” 

“That is well. Do thou once more place thy sweet hands upon me and 
determine whether this charm dost present the expected impression to thy 
divination.” 

Kendrick paused then reached out. He had a strange, almost haunted 
look on his face, as if he was facing a temptation that he knew he must, and 
yet could not, resist. With infinite care, he slipped his hands around and 
about Lady Katherine’s left breast. Artfully, she let her eyes close and a 
contented sigh escape her lips. “Cast thy spell on me,” she murmured. 

She heard her partner speak his incantation, then say with a studiedly 
neutral voice, “It is as we expected. The impression of present magic is 
strong and clear.” 

“Do thou please me to examine the other one,” Katherine said. 

There was a pause. “What more can such a testing prove beyond that 
which we already know, m’Lady?” 

“A curiosity I have, dear Kendrick. Wilt thou not indulge it?” 

“As you wish, m’Lady.” He slipped out from around the left breast and 
moved to take hold of the right. However, Lady Katherine, who was 
secretly watching through slitted eyelids shifted in her chair at just the right 
moment so as to brush her nipple up against his hand. 

“Ohh...so nice!” she whispered, as though to herself. Kendrick yanked 
his hands back and paused, but then he moved them forward and grasped 
Lady Katherine on the right. 


He cast his divination, and then announced, “My impressions are the 
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with a tiny moan of enjoyment. 
She opened her eyes and smiled at him warmly, “№ 
pleasant dreams, dear friend. May I ask you to attend me in the r 


before we break our fast?” ) 
“Of course. Good Ји m У Lady.” He bowed, and then took 


best of circumstances, and the additional complications of Kendrick’s 
mental block and their shared duty made her present course particularly 
perilous. Still, the campaign seemed well begun. 

She did not yet end the spell that was supporting her swollen state. 
Rather, she placed her hands beneath her bosom for support and carefully 
stood up. “Carefully” because her balance was completely changed by the 
weight of her breasts, grown to the size of small pumpkins. She walked 
gingerly to the edge of her bed and lowered herself onto it. She lay face up, N 
and her temporary largesse flattened somewhat under their own weight. 
Although her size was completely impractical, Lady Katherine wanted to 
enjoy her enlarged state before she banished it. As often as she had enjoyed 
play with her small natural bosom, she had never had the sensation that 
most women her age had had of feeling them...well...squish...beneath 


her hands. 
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occurred to her that she had ап additional resource, and bent her head 
down to lick and kiss the sensitized surface. Long she played with herself in 
just that way, until she confronted the dilemma of trying to obtain her 
orgasm without releasing a hand from its current duty. 

А moment’s consideration revealed an answer. She flipped herself over 
to her knees, then took a pillow, wrapped it in her soft satin slip, and 
jammed it between her thighs. With these preparations, she was able to 
move her hips up and down, humping the pillow frantically. As planned, 
her hands were free to continue their erotic explorations. So sensitive was 
she, that even places where her hands were not were stimulated as the skin 
of her breasts stretched and pulled as their mass recoiled with every bounce. 

Her slit drooled juices all over the pillow as Katherine pressed it 
downwards time and time again. She lifted first one and then the other of 
her orbs up to her lips so that their tips could receive the first kisses that 
she’d always supposed must come from someone else. Finally, her body 
was at the very limit and she climaxed convulsively. So powerful was it that 
when it had finished flashing through her, she fainted — and collapsed to 
the mattress with the pillow still lodged between her knees. 


In his room next door, Kendrick was troubled. He’d only done his duty 
— he kept telling himself that. But it wasn’t adequate consolation. He 
shouldn’t be having these kinds of thoughts about a woman like Lady 
Katherine. I’m pretty sure I got through it without giving offense, so ГИ just 
put it out of mind, he thought. ГИ just get some sleep. 

But his active imagination wouldn’t leave him alone. He kept thinking 
about his partner’s bare torso, so delectable at every stage of her self- 
transfiguration. Kendrick tossed and turned in his bed for some time until 
at last he decided to try a paradoxical solution. He sat up on the edge of his 
bed and focused his eyes on the nearby chair, barely visible in the pale 
moonlight filtering into the room. In his mind’s eye he began to form an 
image of Lady Katherine as he remembered her sitting on this chair’s twin 
in the next room. He refined the picture in his head until it was complete, 
and then invoked his powers, speaking, “Creo imagonem!” 

Sparkles of bright energy appeared out of nowhere and coalesced above 
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the chair. In a few moments, the illusion was fully manifested — the image 
of Lady Katherine, exactly as she’d appeared earlier in the evening. 
Kendrick waved his hand and the illusion animated. History repeated itself 
in seeming as she once again undid the lacings of her blouse, revealing her 
gentle natural curves. Kendrick paused the scene for a moment, drinking in 
the sight of her body that he’d never expected to see. After a while, he let 
time advance and the illusory woman began to transform. Her bosom 
swelled again, and he let it proceed slowly so as to savor every moment to 
the fullest. 

There was something to appreciate about her at every stage of her 
transformation. She was lovely in one way when her breasts were the size 
he could cup in one hand, and lovely in another way when they were the 
size he could cup only in two. And they were completely entrancing when 
they had reached the full size at which he had touched them. He recalled 
how soft and smooth they had been under his hands. He fantasized what 
that same softness would feel like if matters were different and he could 
have nuzzled it with his face. If only it were possible! Nowhere could there 
be a more desirable wife: fair of face, keen of mind, sweet of disposition, 
whose body could adapt to suit the fancy of an hour. 

For some time, he gazed on his creation that was illuminated by its own 
inner energy, in wonder and hopeless longing. At length he reached out to 
touch her though he knew it was useless. Still he smiled, even as his 
fingertips passed through her unreal surface in a phantom caress. He 
withdrew his concentration from his spell, and the illusion unraveled with 
a faint pop. But his effort had not been in vain — Kendrick settled himself 
under the covers and this time found sound sleep. 

In the morning, Lady Katherine was awakened by a discreet knock on 
her door. She was still utterly disheveled, with a soggy pillow still tangled 
up with her legs. Her breasts had returned to normal in both size and 
sensitivity when her loss of consciousness had removed her concentration 
from her two spells. She heard faintly, “M’Lady, I wait to attend you as you 
requested.” 

“Thank you, dear Kendrick. Abide yet a few moments more if thou 
wouldst.” She snatched up a dressing gown and donned it, then shook out 
the bedclothes and hid the incriminating pillow. She sat down in the chair 
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once again and called, “Please do thou enter.” 

Kendrick entered and bowed slightly. Was Katherine imagining it, or 
was there the tiniest bit less diffidence in his manner this morning? “I 
would ask thee to continue thy examination as we discussed yesterday.” 
She parted her dressing gown, exposing herself to his gaze. 

He laid his hands upon her and concentrated. “The alteration charm 
has faded in the hours just past to exactly the extent I would have 
expected.” He furrowed his brows, slightly. “And you placed some other 
charm on your own breasts in the meantime. It ended as well some hours 
ago.” 

“Excellent! Well caught, dear partner. Thy assessment is correct in every 
particular. I would now excuse myself to perform my ablutions and prepare 
for the day. I would fain announce our findings to the young ladies who 
await our judgment, that they may breathe again.” 

Dismissed, Kendrick left the room. But his thoughts whirled at high 
speed as he stood in the passageway between the guest quarters and the 
inn’s common room. I’m almost certain that I detected the remainder of some 
pleasure enhancing spell, he thought. Is it possible that I aroused her and she 
didn’t mind? That she maybe even liked it? 

After Lady Katherine emerged from her room and the two of them had 
had breakfast, they gathered the matrons and the girls who had posed their 
query the day before. For propriety’s sake, Kendrick deferred to Lady 
Katherine in announcing their findings. “In that a proper examination for 
spellcraft has been performed, and other explanations that had occurred to 
us have been dismissed by investigation, in my capacity as an Examiner of 
the Order of the Silver Gauntlet I shall speak for the King’s Justiciar. It is 
our intent to declare that mere coincidence has occurred. Is there any 
person concerned with the matter who wishes to object to this intention?” 
As at Blythe’s Crossing, these females were content with that, and the case 
was closed. 

Later, the two Examiners were on horseback, riding at a walk towards 
the next settlement on their circuit. Kendrick had been thinking something 
through and finally said, “It occurs to me that the charm we investigated 
last evening might have been a false lead. After all, it has to be maintained 
by the caster or it fades.” 


- XVIII - 


“In the main, thou art correct, but in certain circumstances the charm 
can be made to last. In particular, if the effect is maintained on a woman 
for the entire time of a cycle of her moon days, the transfiguration becomes 
natural to her. It is not widely discussed, but there are several circles of 
mages in the Capital, who for an extravagant fee can provide this service for 
wealthy women. It is within the scope of possibility that someone hath 
discovered another, less difficult way of fixing the charm.” 

“It seems unlikely that someone would use such a thing to taunt a few 
village girls.” 

“I do admit that I also considered it unlikely. But recall the advice of our 
Examiner General that during investigations we eliminate first that which 
is impossible and proceed with those things that are merely improbable. 
After all, many improbable things can be done with the Art.” 

As the morning was ending, the Examiners paused when they found a 
good spot to enjoy lunch. The road passed quite near a small lake with a 
grassy sward around it, and they settled down with the repast the innkeeper 
had packed for them, leaving their horses to graze. They tucked in to a 
supply of meat rolls, soft cheese, a newly baked loaf and dried apricots. 
After a bit, Lady Katherine said, “Perhaps I should solicit assistance to fix 
the growth charm on myself. I have it on the good authority of my older 
cousins that some men do fancy a certain rondeur in a woman. Elsewise I 
should be at a loss as to how I shall ever be married.” 

“Surely the least of tasks for you would be finding a willing swain, 
m Lady,” Kendrick asserted skeptically. 

“Alas, would that thy assessment was correct! Indeed, however, I have 
never been wooed. Every comely lass we pass on our circuit doth have the 
advantage of me, having known what I have not.” 

Kendrick was looked genuinely shocked at this declaration. “But...” 

He was interrupted as Katherine rolled over, facing down but propped 
up by her outstretched arms with her back bent. “Is this an improvement, 
dost thou think?” she said, cutting him off. As Kendrick watched, the 
barest suggestion of breast that was natural to her that he could partially 
glimpse at the neckline of her blouse began to change. Using her powers, 
she swelled her breasts to the size of small apples. “Or dost thou find these 
more appealing?” Another burst of growth so that her orbs were better 
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described as very large apples occurred within her décolletage. Now it could 
truly be said that she had cleavage, for the twins bumped against each other 
slightly where they dangled side by side. 

“You have no need of any enhancement of your own beauty,” Kendrick 
said gallantly. But the force of his words was blunted by the direction of his 
gaze. His sense of propriety told him to look away, but he could not 
summon the will power to take his eyes off the tantalizing glimpse the edge 
of her collar vouchsafed. 

Lady Katherine closed her eyes for a moment of concentration and 
swelled again until she rivaled full ripe melons. “Lynelle, the senior 
apprentice who was assigned by my old master to look after me had an 
endowment like this. Her lessons in the wiles she used to content her lover 
did bring the blush to my cheeks. But never have I had an opportunity to 
use those teachings myself.” 

She rolled over in the grass onto 
her back and once again added 














power to her spell. Her bosom 
swelled beyond all reasonable 
bounds, filling her blouse 
until it stretched and 
strained in every seam. 
Kendrick reckoned that 
the hand-length of 
cleavage that bulged 
from its neckline was a 
mere fraction of what 
must still be hidden by 
fabric. He tried to 
swallow, but his mouth 
was suddenly dry. 
Lady Katherine 
said, “This, of 
course, is completely 
impractical. But it 
hath occurred to me 


lately that I might offer such abundance as a gift on my wedding night, 
making a warm and sweet bower to welcome my husband into marriage.” 

She sighed wistfully and let her spell lapse, causing her to resume her 
normal proportions over the course of a few seconds. She got to her feet. 
“May the day come soon!” she said, artfully not looking at Kendrick, but 
turning to whistle for their horses. The idea that she 
should simply tell Kendrick that she wanted him to make love to her — 
indeed, wanted him to marry her — never entered her head. As frustrated as 
Katherine was by what Kendrick had absorbed during his upbringing 
about what was proper and improper to do in front of nobility, she was 
oblivious to the lessons she had absorbed as completely about what a 
woman could and could not say directly in matters of romance. 

Behind her back, Kendrick’s face showed a mixture of lust, frustration, 
and confusion. After all this time we’ve spent together, why has she started 
teasing me this way, now? he thought. 


When the Examiners arrived in the town of Whiterock and were 
presented with a list of petitioners who had made appointments for their 
attention, they were not really surprised to note that a delegation of 
matrons wished to present “a matter of delicacy.” They exchanged a 
significant glance. “Anything can happen once, twice might be coincidence, 
but three times is enemy action. That’s what the King’s Own Huscarls 
say,” Kendrick declared. Lady Katherine nodded, her lips pursed. 

An hour later, Kendrick was facing the personally delightful but 
professionally frustrating sight of three pretty young women, bare to the 
waist so as to expose their fully developed bosoms. He began performing 
his detection spell on the first woman, more out of the thoroughness 
required in his calling rather than any expectation that he’d learn anything 
new. But then, a tiny bit of reflected light where he didn’t expect it caught 
his eye and he stopped short. He changed his intention and instead of 
speaking his incantation, he drew his hands back across the girl’s breast, 
exerting a gentle but firm pressure. The girl gave a squeak of surprise as 
Kendrick finished his stroke and tugged at the base of her nipple. Kendrick 
watched as the tiny gleam that he’d noticed grew intoa drop of whitish- 
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yellow fluid. 

Everyone looked shocked, but none more than the girl herself. “I...I just 
can’t...can’t be...” 

Lady Katherine leaded over and placed two fingers on the girl’s 
abdomen. After a moment, she said, “Thou art not pregnant.” Katherine 
moved her outstretched hand a few inches and harvested the glistening 
drop that Kendrick had evoked. She rolled the liquid between her fingers 
and then smelled it. “But that determination dost leave us ill-equipped to 
explain why thy bosom has primed itself for the making of milk.” 

Kendrick had an interesting idea. “You’ve told us that the week when 
the growth was first noticed was uneventful. But now tell us about any 
unusual event or person that might have been in town during...” He 
paused and mentally counted backwards on the calendar to the date that 
would be appropriate for conception if their growth were caused by a 
pregnancy. “...the second or third weeks of the Berrytime moon.” 

All three girls started when they heard this, and their eyes widened. 
Then each of those pairs of eyes narrowed to cast angry and suspicious 
glances at the other two girls. The glance that Kendrick directed at Lady 
Katherine said, “I think we’re getting somewhere at last,” as clearly as if 
he’d spoken it aloud. 

Katherine murmured in Elvish a phrase that would be translated as, “I 
think it would be best for me to take the aggressive role in this 
interrogation.” She addressed the others, speaking plainly. “Thee...Alyce, 
was it not?” She pointed with an accusing finger at the girl who had 
produced the droplet. “Thee will remain here. You others will go to the 
next room. You are forbidden to speak among yourselves and will be silent 
until instructed.” Her tone was inflexible, her manner commanding, and 
the other deponents hastened to obey, younger and older alike. When the 
Examiners were alone with Alyce, Lady Katherine turned hard eyes on her. 
“What happened during the Berrytime moon that bears on this matter?” 

“N...Nothing, m’Lady!” 

“Thy lie stands plainly upon thy face as though it were branded there!” 
Katherine proclaimed coldly. “I will have the truth from thee, girl!” She 
reached into her satchel and drew forth a wand slowly and deliberately. 
Alyce blanched where she sat, her eyes as wide as saucers. 
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“M’Lady! You don’t need to do Да" He looked shocked, but it was all 
artifice. With some witnesses, Kendrick was the aggressive questioner, with 
some he was the sympathetic partner. He took Alyce’s hands in his and 
looked at her with guileless eyes. “Come on, you can tell me what 
happened. ГІ do everything I can to make things turn out all right.” 

Alyce gulped heavily, glanced for a moment at Katherine’s forbidding 
glower, and then focused on Kendrick’s encouraging smile. “I am no longer 
a maid,” she said in a tiny voice. “It happened during the Berrytime moon 
when a troupe of jugglers and amusers came to town. One of them was the 
handsomest lad I had ever seen. He spoke long and sweetly to me, and 
when I let him kiss me it seemed that my knees turned to water. His 
embrace made me feel... hungry, sort of...and I didn’t want him to leave. 
When he promised that he had done something to himself so that I would 
not conceive, I let him go on. He did take my maidenhead, and though it 
did sting at first, he made me feel so shivery sweet that I thought that only 
love could be so powerful. Now I see that he must have beguiled my friends 
in exactly the same way.” 

“I believe you. Thank you for telling the truth,” said Kendrick. He 
turned to Lady Katherine. “I don’t think there’s any reason we have to 
mention this to the people of the town. Isn’t that right?” 

Katherine paused and looked at Alyce appraisingly, her eyes still 
appearing skeptical. “No. I guess not.” She lowered her wand. 

“But I think we'd like to have a word with that fellow you spoke of; 
warn him off from making life difficult for innocent women.” As Kendrick 
stressed the word, he glanced at Lady Katherine meaningfully, as if he still 
had to convince her not to do something terrible to Alyce. “Could you tell 
us what name he went by?” 

“Harold the Bard was how he was called, sir.” 

Kendrick turned to the side and conjured an illusion of a vaguely 
human shape. “Was he taller or shorter than this image I’ve created?” 
“About this much taller,” Alyce said, holding her hand with the finger and 
thumb indicating a distance. 

“And was his face better described as round, square, oval, or heart- 
shaped?” 


Over the course of several minutes, Kendrick solicited information from 
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his witness and built up the illusion accordingly until Alyce declared that it 
was the very likeness of Harold as she’d known him. 

“Thank you. Please take yourself to the outer room for now. Do not 
speak at all to the others, save to ask Colette to come in.” 

Shortly, the second girl had entered and gave a squeak of shock and 
recognition at the sight of Kendrick’s illusion. Thus confronted, the 
Examiners had no difficulty extracting her story, which paralleled Alyce’s 
closely. After the third interview with similar results, the Examiners 
decided on a strategy and assembled the girls and the matrons. 

This time Kendrick took the lead. “I have determined that no spell has 
been cast upon these girls’ bodies. Further, we have no proof that this is 
aught but coincidence, and are inclined to let the matter rest with that 
determination. It is further our wish that anyone who has formed a 
speculation in any other direction today keep that thought behind their 
teeth!” His narrowed eyes met each of theirs in turn. “Does everyone agree 
to this?” The townswomen gulped and nodded very fast. Kendrick let his 
face assume a more kindly visage. “Then this inquiry is at an end. You are 
all dismissed.” 

When the others had trooped out, the Examiners put their heads 
together. Kendrick said, “Pm interested in tracking this bard down for a 
little talk, but I don’t think we can just go now. It would look funny if we 
said, ‘Everything’s normal,’ and then bolted out of here with horses 
аЛафег." 

“I do concur. Let us attend to the rest of the petitioners here in good 
order, and then depart from our schedule for a time to see if this suspect 
may be located.” 

They proceeded just that way, but rallied that evening so that Kendrick 
could perform a complicated seeker charm. With a name and a face to go 
on, Kendrick had the ability to locate a suspect at a considerable distance if 
that person was not protected against scrying. Lady Katherine supported 
him, feeding him magical energy for his labors until at last he said, 
“Westerdale. He’s there or close.” 

“Well done, dear friend! Let us go immediately to rest, that we may 
make an early start on the morrow. If the weather continues fair and we set 
out directly, we should make the journey in two days.” 
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The Examiners followed that plan, heading out of town that next 
morning while the pink of dawn was still in the sky. They paced their 
mounts so as to cover distance efficiently, and by evening had arrived in an 
outlying portion of the sovereign’s personal demesne. They requested 
hospitality of the constable overseeing the Royal castle of Hawksdown, and 
were granted the use of the suite reserved for dignitaries on the King’s 
business. It was a most luxurious accommodation such as they were seldom 
treated to, including a cozy common room and two well appointed 
bedrooms with feather beds and down pillows. After the Examiners had 
returned separately from a hot bath, a chambermaid brought them their 
dinner in the suite, and then withdrew. 

The meal was quite excellent, as was the wine that accompanied it. 
Halfway through, Lady Katherine looked about her and decided that a 
more propitious moment or locale could hardly be found for advancing her 
program to get her partner to acknowledge her as a woman and not as a 
title. She excused herself to her chamber for a moment and dressed herself 
only in a lace-trimmed satin night dress. Then she spellcast herself, 
expanding her bosom to a ripe, garment-straining fullness. The room had 
the luxury of a mirror, and Katherine admired the effect of her handiwork. 
As a final touch, she pinched her nipples to stiffen them, and then padded 
back into the common room on bare feet. 

She’s doing it again! Kendrick thought when he saw her. Did she discern 
that I was attracted to the village girls and she’s determined to chastise me out of 
jealousy? That thought made him want to be angry, but his gaze on the 
bosom her shift barely concealed brought out a second emotion to war with 
the first. 

Katherine seated herself on the divan beside Kendrick and leaned back 
onto a cushion. She picked up her wine goblet and sipped from it. “A most 
excellent vintage,” she opined. The goblet had beads of condensation on it 
in that its contents had been drawn from the cold cellar only shortly ago. 
Katherine held it in front of her deliberately so that a drop of cold water on 
its surface dripped down, paused for a moment at the bottom, and then fell 
onto her nipple. It stiffened even further underneath the satin from the 
sudden cold. Katherine let the edges of her mouth curl up into a slight 
smile, and Kendrick made a tiny strangled sound. 
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Finally tortured beyond his good manners, Kendrick burst out, “A Lady 
should not display herself so unless she...” Kendrick stopped short mid- 
sentence for seeing emotions in Katherine’s face that he did not expect — 


« 


hope and desire. “...wants a man to make love to her,” he finished slowly 
watching her intently. Katherine lay back more comfortably against the 
cushion and gave a tiny nod. Kendrick remembered then what Katherine 
had said on the grass by the lake. “Unless she wanted a man to marry her?” 
Katherine’s smile widened and her nod was more pronounced. 

“But m’Lady...your family!” 

“These are difficult times for the Duchy of Ambersley. Only my older 
sister can be dowered so as to make an alliance-marriage for the family in 
this generation. The onus to promote the welfare of the House has been 
lifted from me, and I am free to give my heart according to my will.” 

Kendrick looked thunderstruck, but then moved forward to kneel beside 
her on the divan. “Lady Katherine, will you marry me?” 

“Gladly, dear friend,” she declared. “I give thee all my heart.” Kendrick 
bent down and kissed her. It began tentatively, but Katherine encouraged 
him with her patent ardor and Kendrick prolonged the kiss with growing 
boldness. Katherine remembered the words of the senior apprentice, 
Lynelle, who had taken it upon herself to lesson her in the art of love 
several years before, “You can give the lad a bit of encouragement, but no 
lover wants to be told, ‘do this and do that’ like a drudge. A simple sigh of 
pleasure when he’s doing well is the most effective teaching in the world.” 
Following this advice, Katherine took one of Kendrick’s hands and drew it 
to her breast. “Touch me now — not with the duty-bound indifference of an 
Examiner, but with the questing hand of a lover.” When Kendrick brushed 
her nipple back and forth with his fingertips through the satin, and 
Katherine bit her lower lip lightly and whimpered softly. 

Kendrick positioned himself beside Katherine on the divan, the better to 
continue kissing her. He let his hand drift from her ample bosom to her 
ear, caressing it gently. This was a most unusual first lovemaking between 
virgins because Kendrick, too, had been tutored by an older male 
apprentice. He recalled Robert, his senior’s, words, “Wizards have a 
reputation as exceptional lovers, and very convenient I have found that 
reputation, if you take my meaning. And you’ re not going to mess that up 
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for the rest of us, are you? Good! The first thing you need to know is ‘go 
slow’; women prefer a longer build up than we men do. Spend some time 
with her ears and the back of her neck. Pll teach you a charm that makes 
your partner’s skin under your fingertips more receptive to sensation.” 
Kendrick used that charm now to excellent effect, and where his fingertip 
passed, a faint sparkling phosphorescence lingered for a second or two, 
causing Katherine to tremble from pleasure. He proceeded from 
Katherine’s ears to the back of her head, letting his fingernails lightly rake 
her long black tresses. The sparkles among her raven locks that revealed 
where she was being magically sensitized twinkled like stars in a darkling 
sky. 

“Don’t neglect your lover’s nipples. Some men can be quite as sensitive 
as we are, and you won’t know until you try.” 

Although thought was difficult while Kendrick’s bewitched fingertips 
massaged her scalp, Katherine remembered the advice she’d been given, 
and laid her hand on Kendrick’s chest. She felt the muscle there; he was no 
mighty warrior, but their circuit riding kept both of them in fit condition. 
She found the softer spot under the linen of his shirt and nipped him 
between her first two fingers. The way he thrust his chest forward in 
response gratified her, and she tried different things to see what would 
make him react the most. 

“A woman’s neck is a thing to be savored. Taste it, touch it. From her 
point of view, you can hardly spend too much time there.” 

Kendrick found that advice to be accurate with Katherine. He more the 
kissed her throat, the more she clutched him to her. When he began to 
assay tiny nibbles on the tender skin, she was moved to writhe and wiggle 
and in so doing she ground her breasts hard against him. 

“Men love to look at us, so let your lover look.” 

With an effort, Katherine focused her mind for an instant and undid all 
the lacings and buttons of her nightdress with a whispered cantrip. Her 
swollen bosom emerged from the embroidered garment like a pale pink 
flower blooming from its sepals in the springtime. She drew back just a bit 
so that Kendrick could feast his eyes. 

“How vigorous you should be with her nipples usually varies with their 
arousal. Go lightly at first. Once you’ve made them into hard little pink 
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stones with your kisses, then she might want a firmer touch.” 

Kendrick let his free hand curve smoothly across and then down under 
one of the melons Katherine had graced herself with. He lifted it gently and 
bent his head down so that the large pink nipple was brought to his lips. At 
the beginning, he laved it delicately with just the tip of his tongue. But 
when he sensed from the way Katherine wanted more by the way she was 
thrusting her body towards him so that the object of his affection was urged 
towards his mouth, he became bolder, suckling her in earnest. She 
squealed her reaction to this oral onslaught, and her head bent back and 
her body straightened. When after some time it seemed her nipple could 
not possibly become any harder and still remain human flesh, Kendrick 
assayed the advice he had been given. First cushioning his teeth with his 
lips, he nipped more firmly. Katherine’s reaction was all a man could hope 
for as she seized his head with her free hand and mashed his face against 
her breast. 

“Men like anything that imitates what happens when they’re inside 
your body, stroking in and out. The easiest way to do that is to hold your 
lover's member about а third of the way down the shaft, just ight enough 
so the thin skin on the surface moves with your hand as you stroke up and 
down. Don’t be rough, but don’t be tentative either, especially on the down 
stroke.” 

As Katherine continued to enjoy the sensation of being suckled, she 
reached down to follow Lynelle’s advice. She slipped her hand past the 
waistband of the light pants Kendrick had put on after his bath and 
explored the swollen rod she found there. The skin was smooth and 
delicate, and Katherine could feel Kendrick’s pulse faintly against her 
palm. As her mentor had intimated, the skin seemed to float above the 
engorged but slightly flexible parts below. She made a circle with her 
thumb and finger and began to move, slowly at first, but then with more 
confidence as Kendrick’s delight became obvious. 

“Now we discuss the most important of her sexual places, the sweet spot 
that she prizes above all others. It hides at the very upper end of the crease 
between her legs. You'll let down all your brother wizards if you don’t learn 
the powers and peculiarities of a woman’s pink pearl.” 

Kendrick’s fingertip found what he sought, a small bit of swollen 
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firmness where all else was slippery soft. He pressed down lightly and 
made a circular motion with his hand. His new fiancée moaned aloud with 
what even a novice like himself could diagnosis as urgent need, so he knew 
he was well begun. He tried that and that, different paces and different 
motions, stroking side-to-side for a bit and then assaying an almost tickling 
motion aligned with the direction of her girl-slit. He lingered long in the 
fur-trimmed crease that defined her womanhood, his head nestled in the 
soft pillows of her bosom, and breathed in the heady scents that arose as he 
splashed her juices about with his hand. After a few minutes, he suddenly 
felt Katherine’s body beside him straighten and grow tense. She held that 
pose for a second or two, and then she bucked rhythmically against him six 
or seven times. The beatific smile on her face as she relaxed bonelessly gave 
him to know that ће hadn’t let her, or his ‘brother wizards, down. 

“Other ways of accomplishing a motion imitative of intercourse will be 
similarly appreciated by your lover in diverse ways. Try holding his 
member in your mouth; or between thighs pressed together; or in the cleft 
between the cheeks of your bottom; or of course, between your breasts. 
Well, I guess you might have a bit of trouble with that last one, Katherine.” 

Lynelle hadn’t been a student of body-shaping spells, and at time of her 
tutelage with her, neither was Katherine. But now, basking in the golden 
glow of the climax Kendrick had brought her to, she contemplated 
extrapolating Lynelle’s teachings to the abundant bosom she now had 
provided for herself. She opened her eyes and said, “I would ask thee to rise 
and stand beside the divan that I may offer recompense for the pleasure 
thou hast provided me. "While Kendrick was doing as he was bid, 
Katherine tapped her nipples with her fingers, invoking the trick she’d 
lately discovered and feeling the resulting warmth spreading across the 
surface of her breasts. She tested the efficacy of this second spell on her orbs 
by sliding her hands across their silken expanse. Katherine shivered to feel 
for a second time the erogenous power of her nipples bestowed over all that 
mighty surface. She perched on the edge of the divan and tugged Kendrick 
free of his trousers. With happy anticipation, Katherine leaned forward and 
made of her bosom a cozy bower for her lover’s manhood. 

Just as Kendrick had given, so Katherine gave in return, trying this and 
that, watching his face to see what pleased him best. She pressed her globes 
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firmly together around his shaft, bouncing them up and down in a 
compelling reciprocation. This, Kendrick appeared to appreciate very 
much; certainly the vigorous handling she was giving to her hypersensitive 
skin was doing wonderful things for her. Next, she experimented with 
using her mounds lightly: not pumping, but drawing his shaft upwards in a 
series of pulling strokes that emphasized how flawlessly soft and smooth 
was the flesh in the cleft between them. 

Katherine enjoyed the way the ridge and 
the head of Kendrick’s staff rubbed her 


cleavage in just the right way, but after a 












while her skin craved something more 
vigorous again. She seemed to go 
almost wild, squeezing and buffeting 
her lover’s mast from all sides in a 
chaotic flurry of activity. She heard 
Kendrick groan, saw him tense like 


а bowstring being drawn, and then felt a warm spattering of rain upon her 
throat and chest. She’d been taught about this as well, and compressed her 
endowment about Kendrick and pulled on him with slow milking strokes 
so as to bring him to complete fulfillment. 

“One of the things women appreciate most when they take a mage as a 
lover is our ability to bounce back. So take care to practice the spell that 
replenishes one’s virility. And don’t forget that the charm to temporarily 
inhibit male fertility is ‘rethan corporem aliantos ne’.” 

Once Kendrick could think again, he gazed down on his lover with 
pleasure and pride. She smiled up at him, the ‘necklace’ Һе’ given her 
shining wetly like so many pearls. He reached out and guided her with his 
hands to lie back on the divan, and he placed himself beside her. There 
they simply kissed for many minutes. Finally, at an unspoken signal they 
drew apart slightly. Kendrick reached down and restored himself to full 
erection with the charm he’d learned for just this moment, and then looked 
at Katherine questioningly. 

For answer, Katherine rolled onto her back and parted her thighs. She 
reached with her fingertip and tapped her pink pearl, commanding it with 
her familiar spell to once more extend its pleasuring power to her secret 
place. She smiled her invitation at Kendrick. 

Kendrick invoked the charm of non-fertility. “I’m sure you'll want to be 
married with your family gathered about you, and it would be unseemly for 
you to be expecting, m’Lady,” he explained. 

Katherine murmured, “Thou art ever thoughtful.” She let her eyes drift 
closed. “Give me now that ultimate touch that I have never received.” 

Kendrick positioned himself above her, and then paused to gaze in 
wonder and delight at the beautiful body below him. He could not imagine 
now what veil had been before his eyes that had prevented him from seeing 
her before for what she was: a woman, a sweet and loving woman. He 
lowered himself towards her until their loins met. So moist was she, they 
simply melted together. 

“Move with your lover once you’re joined together. You'll thrill your 
partner and take more enjoyment yourself if you’re a full partner in the 
lovemaking.” 

The moment of joining was all Katherine hoped it would be. That 
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which she’d imagined these last years pleasuring herself with her glass toy 
— how much better it would be with her first lover — was all true and more. 
Following her mentor’s advice seemed to her as natural as breathing; she 
was driven as if by instinct, pushing with her hips to compliment 
Kendrick’s motion below and mashing her pumpkins against his chest 
above. She abandoned herself to the motion and the sensation, letting her 
body fall thrice into passion’s oblivion until she was brought back the 
moment by the realization that Kendrick was clutching her to him. She felt 
his body shudder in her arms, felt his cock twitch and pump within the 
bewitched bower in which she held him. When he had given her body 
every drop of joy that he had to give, his head drooped next to hers. 
Katherine reached up to cradle it tenderly, murmuring endearments into 
his ear. 


When he had some strength back, Kendrick carried Katherine to the 
bedroom proper and let her down on the featherbed. He smoothed the 
ebony tresses that framed her face and gazed at her. “I love you, m’Lady,” 
he said simply. 

“And I thee, т Гота." She emphasized the last word archly. “Perhaps 
when the ceremony has been performed thou wilt at last call me 
‘Katherine.’ I have little doubt the solemnities shall proceed as quickly as 
may be.” She gave her spell a mental nudge, and her already abundant 
bosom swelled by an additional measure. “I recall making a speculation 
about the boon I would grant my husband on my wedding night.” She 
threw another thought at her breasts, growing them larger yet. “I do make 
of that contemplation a promise to my betrothed.” Again she twisted the 
thread of her magic and let its energy flow into her orbs. They responded 
by swelling to the point of ponderosity. Kendrick moaned audibly, his eyes 
captivated. “Then shall I envelop thee utterly in warm femininity as a 
token of how sweet thou wilt find our union.” She caressed herself, using 
her whole arms in the task, and then dispelled the charm. Over the course 
of several seconds, she returned to her natural profile. 

She composed herself on the bed and reached for Kendrick. “May the 


day come soon, dear Kendrick.” 
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He extinguished the candles with a word and a gesture, and then lay 
down beside her in the dark. “May the day come soon,” he agreed, “dear 
Katherine.” 


The Examiners rode all the next day through uncertain weather, but the 
conditions did not dampen their spirits. They had much to talk about, 
planning their future together. Tired, but excited about their prospects, 
they arrived in Westerdale just as the sun was setting. They doffed their 
distinctive surcoats, the better to take stalk their suspect, and then rode to 
the center of town. There, Kendrick worked a lesser seeker charm. “Our 
man’s in the Harp & Dragon,” he said. 

They saw to the stabling of their horses, 
and then entered the inn. It wasn’t hard 
to spot the suspect in the common 
room: hiding was clearly the last 
thing on the fellow’s mind. 
Three troubadours, 
including Harold 
almost exactly as the 
illusion in Whiterock 
had depicted him, were 
earning coin with their 
singing, juggling, and 
small feats of magic. 

It was easy to see ho 
Harold had managed to 
sweet-talk the culottes 
off of so many young 
women. He was very 
easy on the eyes, had a 
pleasing tenor voice, a 
folksy charm, and a ready 
but not malicious wit. 

It certainly seemed 





to be winning over one pretty local girl, who gazed with adoring eyes on the 
minstrel, and was rewarded with his particular attention in return. 

The Examiners had their dinner right there and watched. At a certain 
point, Harold leaned down and whispered something in the girl’s ear that 
widened her eyes. She seemed to ponder for a few minutes, oblivious to the 
noise of the show and the other activities of the inn. Then she got up, 
smiled at Harold, and slipped through the crowd and went upstairs to the 
guest rooms. 

Kendrick and Katherine nursed mugs of cider until the troubadours 
decided to call it a night. The three efficiently divided the evening’s 
earnings, and then bade each other good night. Harold went up the stairs, 
and shortly thereafter the Examiners followed him. 

Murmured endearments through the closed door revealed where 
Harold and the local girl could be found. Lady Katherine signed to her 
partner that it was time to put on their distinctive livery, and this was 
quickly done while they continued to eavesdrop. Judging by the sound, 
matters within the room were heating up. Then after some minutes, the 
Examiners heard Harold say in the distinctive accent of the northern 
counties, “No ‘un need know, lovey. I know a bit 'о magic as you saw 
downstairs — ’specially a charm that makes it so I can’t, you know...be а 
daddy.” He intoned an incantation, majestically, convincingly...and 
incorrectly. 

Kendrick grinned and rolled his eyes in self-mockery. “A riddle is 
always so obvious after you know the answer. This 1s a ‘little knowledge’ 
situation. I think we need to get in there right away.” He drew his wand 
and banged on the door with his fist. “Open in the name of the King’s 
Justiciar!” he commanded. 

There was a shriek of panic in a feminine register, and then the sound 
of a frantic shuffling of fabric. When the door hadn’t been opened in the 
time specified by law, Lady Katherine unlocked it with a word and a wave 
of her wand. The Examiners stepped in, ready for trouble. They weren’t 
really expecting it in this situation, but prepared for the worst as a matter of 
trained response. The interrupted lovers were still largely in flagrante 
delicto, scrambling for their clothes. Katherine acted right away to reassure 
the girl. “Young lady, it is necessary for us to have words with Master 
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Harold and the matter cannot wait. Once you аге dressed, wouldst thou 
please leave us to our business?” 

The girl dressed as hastily as ever she could, and then moved to edge 
past the Examiners, her eyes round and wild. Lady Katherine said, “It is 
our intention 702 to speak of this to others, and I suggest thee do likewise.” 
The girl nodded vigorously, and then made her escape. 

The bard had managed to compose himself somewhat. “See ‘еге, you’ve 
no call to be bustin’ in on me; I’ve done naught illegal — so I haven't!” He 
looked closer at their uniform. “You’re those Examiners what sees folk 
don’t misuse magic, ain’t ya?” 

“That is correct,” intoned Lady Katherine. “Are you acquainted with a 
young woman named Alyce who dwells in the town of Whiterock?” 

“Aye,” Harold said slowly and defensively. “I made friends with ‘er a 
few moons back when me mates and I played there.” 

“And were you also...friendly...with Colette of the same locality?” 
Katherine continued sternly. 

“Er, too. I’m the sort who makes friends easily.” 

“May we take it as admitted that thou were intimate with them?” 

“Td be right daft to deny it to mages like ye’selves. But I did “em no 
harm and some good maybe. Ev'ry girl I’m...friendly...with, I see she 
comes at least twice. These poor village girls, no one tells ‘em nothin’ from 
nothin’ ‘bout proper lovin’. An’ then they marry some swineherd or other 
who knows no more. Then they go their whole lives never figurin’ out a girl 
can соте. Can’t remember ‘ow many farmwives Гуе bedded, some with 
more kids than fingers, who never figured it out ‘til I showed ‘em. This year 
I made up me mind to try to teach a bit, ya’ know, when I could. If I could 
teach a girl it’s possible, then they might ‘ave a chance to make it ‘appen 
again, don’t ye know.” 

Kendrick broke in to ask, “So you’ve focused your attention on younger 
women only recently?” He exchanged a comprehending glance with Lady 
Katherine. 

“Yeah. I really prefers a lass who’s got a bit up top, truth be told, but I 
felt I ‘ad a duty. They were all of age,” he ended, defensively. Then he 
seemed to realize something. “Wait a minute! If you think I did aught to 
‘em — did some spell or other to make ‘em want to be with me — then уоџ ге 
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flat wrong. Га never do that, even if I knew how, which I don’t!” His face 
was flushed with righteous indignation. 

“That is not what is complained of,” Lady Katherine said. Harold 
relaxed a bit, but only a bit, because the Lady’s statement implied there was 
something complained of. 

Kendrick said, “We know from watching your show in the common 
room that you know a bit of magic. Do you know the charm for restricting 
male fertility?” 

“Aye,” Harold said proudly, “years of enjoyin’ the company of the gentle 
sex and never a bastard by ol’ Harold.” 

“Could you recite the incantation for us?” 

Harold looked quizzical, but did as requested. 

“Incorrect!” Kendrick snapped, his face accusatory. 

“It’s got to be right!” Harold replied. “If it wasn’t, Pda been a daddy 
long before now.” 

“You’ve conjugated it incorrectly. The third word should be aliantios, 
not aliantio. You do realize the importance of the difference don’t уои?” 

“Not really, no,” Harold said uncertainly. “I’m sort of a pick-it-up-as- 
you-go-along sort of fellow.” 

“All these years you’ve succeeded in disabling the ability of your seed to 
bring life to the womb, but not the ability to cause the breast growth of 
pregnancy. As long as you were dallying with older women who'd already 
been pregnant once, neither you nor your partners noticed. But now that 
you've begun paying attention to younger women...” He let his voice trail 
off, leading the witness. 

Harold looked a little green suddenly. “...I’ve left a trail of breast 
swollen girls across the western part of the realm?” he ventured lamely. 

“Yes,” Lady Katherine said, with a firm nod of her head. 

“What ‘appens now?” The bard winced, steeling himself to hear the 
worst. The Examiners put their heads together for a minute, and then faced 
him. 

Kendrick spoke for them. “Because we didn’t realize the full facts of the 
matter until just lately, we’ve told off the instances of breast enlargement as 
mere coincidence. We’d just as soon not reopen those decisions — not for 
your sake, but for the girls’. The frontier with Londernais stands just a little 
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your vow to do this, to do the infertility charm correctly in hes fu 
especially...to keep your mouth shut...we’ll let the matter rest.” 
Harold’s stricken face relaxed immediately. “Thank you, yo 














Excellencies, for your surpassin’ wisdom. ГЇ do all that you’ve deman 
and with a light ’eart. They say foreign travel is somethin’ everyone sh 
try; ГИ start tomorrow.” | 

“And we'll enter the particulars of what you’ve agreed to in th 
confidential case files of the Silver Gauntlet, just in case the situation cor 
up again.” і 

“Which it had better not,” added Lady Katherine. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Harold assured her, bowing low. 

The Examiners left the room. Kendrick gave a satisfied smile and said, + 
“Well I think we can say, ‘case closed”. | || Е 

Katherine returned his smile, but hers was filled with mischief. — 
“M’thinks we ought now seek our own lodging. I look forward to having | 
thee cast an ecstasy spell upon me with thy...” She let her gaze drift 


downwards with a naughty smirk. “...wand!” E pi 


. 


THE END 





